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Lottes Labour s lojjtt. 

Kin. Why take you hands then ? 

Rofa. Onely to part friends. 

Curtefiefwcec hearts, and fo the Meafure cndfi 
Kin. More meafure of this meafure , he not nice. 

Roja. We can afford no more at fuch a price. 
iuw.Prife your felues: What buyesyour companie ? 

Rofa. Your abfencc onely. 

JC*«.Thatcanneuer be. 

Rofa. Then cannot we be bought : and fo adue. 

Twice to your Vifore, audhalfeonce to you. 

Kin. If you dcnic to da nee, let’s.bold more chat. 

Rofa. In priuate then. 

Kin. I ana beft pleas’d with thar. 

Re. White-handed Mifiris, one fweet word with thee. 
go. Hony, and Milke, and Suger : thercis three. 

Bcr. Nay then two treyes, and if you grow fo nice 
Methegline,Wort, andMalmei’ey; well runne dice; 

There’s halfe a dozen fweets. 

jDu. Seuenth fweet adue,fiace you cancogg, 
lie play no more with you. 

Ber . Oncwordinfecrcc. 

Qu. Let it not be fweet. 

Btr. Thou grieu’ft my gall. 

Qu. Gall bitter. 

Ber. Therefore meete. 

r Du. Will you vouchfafe with mee to change a word? 

Mar. Name it. 

Dum. Faire Ladie. 

•CMar. Say you fo ? Faire Lord : 

Take you that for your faire Lady. 

Du. Pleafeityou, 

As much in priuate, and lie bid adieu. 

Mar. What, was your Vizard made without a tong ? 

Long. 1 know the reafon Lady why you aske. 

Mar. O for your reafon, quickly fir, I long. 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your mask. 

And would affoord my fpecchlcffe vizard halfe. 

Mar. Vcale quoth the Dutch*man : is not Vealca Calfe ? 
Long. A Calfefaire Ladic ? 
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Lottes Labour sUfl. 

CMar. No, a faire Lord Calfe. 

Long. Let”s part the word. 

Mar. No, lie not be your halfe: 

Take all and weaneic, itmay proucanOxe. 

Zff^.Loekehow you but your felfein thefe (harpe raockcsj. 
Will you giuc homes chad Ladie ? Do not fo. 

Mar. Then die a Calfe before your horns do grow. 

Lon. Oncwordin priuate with you ere I die. 
tJVUr. Bleat foftly then; the Butcher heares y ou cry. 

Bojet. The tongues of mocking wenchesarc as keenc 
A sis the Razors edge, inuifiblc : 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Aboue the fence offence fofcnfible: 

Scemetli their conference, their conceits haue wings. 

Fleeter then arrowes, bullets, wind, thought, fwiftcr things. 

Rofa. Not one word more,inymaides,breake off, breakc off. 
Ber. By hcauen, all drie beaten with pure fcoffe. 

King. Farewell maddc Wenches you haue fimple wits. 

Exeunt. 

Qji. Twentie adieus ray frozen Mulcouites. 

Are thefe the breed of wits fo wondred at ? 

~ Boyet. Tapers they are, with your fweet breathes puftout* 
Rofa. W el-liking wits they hauCjgroffe.groffe, fat, far. 

O p ouer tie in wit, Ki ngly poor* flout. 

Will they not( thinkc you) hang themfelues to night ? 

Or euer but in vizardes (hew their faces : 

This pert Btrownc was out of count'uance quite. 

Rofa. They were all in lamentable cafes. 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 
flu. £er<3B’»tfdidfweare himfeife out of all fute, 
MarLDumainevns at my feruice, and his fword : 
Nopoynt (quoth I :) my feruant ftraight was mute. 

Ka. Lord LongauiH faid I came orehisheart. 

Andtrow you what he call’d me ? 

Du. Qunlmc perhaps. 

Kat. Yes in good faith. 

Du. GoficknelTeasthou art. 

Rof. Well better wits haue worne plaine ftatutecaps^ 

But will you hearej the King ismy loue fworne. 
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